4'2                              DRAMATIC POEMS.
Though fenced by sanction of a thousand years !
Well thirst to drag the wrongful ruler down ;
Well purpose to pen back
Into the narrow path of right
The ignorant, headlong multitude,
Who blindly follow, ever,
Blind leaders, to their bane !
But who can say, without a fear :                       &tr 4
That lest, who ought to rule, am I;
The mob, who ought to obey, are these ;
I the one righteous, they the many bad ?
Who, without check of conscience, can aver
That he to power makes way by arms,
Sheds blood, imprisons, banishes, attaints,
Commits all deeds the guilty oftenest do,
Without a single guilty thought,
Arm'd for right only, and the general good ?
Therefore, with censure unallay'd,                    wti. 4.
Therefore, with unexcepting ban,
Zeus and pure-thoughted Justice brand
Imperious self-asserting violence;
Sternly condemn the too bold man, who dares
Elect himself Heaven's destined arm: